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court,
. looked pale and harxssed.

i

How Man’s Strength Fluctuates.

THE strength of males increases rapidly from twelve to

nineteen years, and more slowly and regularly up to
thirty years, after which it declines. The strength of fe-
males increases at o more uniform rate from nine to nine-
teen years, more slowly to thirty, after which it falls off.
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: This Day in Our History.

is the anniversary of the signing of the Treaty
Ghent, which ended the War of 1812 between

British aggressions on {he high seas. Afler heavy
.tmmmmamdm
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The Club-Footed Man

A NEW SPY SERIAL BY VALENTINE WILLIAMS

Desmond Is Brought Face to Face
| With Emperor in the
Berlin Schloss.

(Rrnopmis of Preceding Chapters)
Dismond Okewooed, British army of-
, §ose Lo Germany In search of his
brother, Francis, & member of the Brit-
ish sacret service. At a mmall frontier
town a man named Semlin, & German
ont sgeni, drops dead in his
room. Desmosd sppropristea Ssmlin's
&4 hils M ¥ He

Tescher Beriin withoui incident snd ie
into the presence of General
an atde of the Kalser.

Vea

We were In a broad and pleas-
Passage now, panelled in cheer-
ful light brown osk with red hang-
inga. After the desolation of the
State apartments ,this comfortable
eerridor had at least the appear-
ance of leading to the habitation of
4 man. A giani trooper in fleld-
Sray with s curious silver gorget
his nesk by a
paced up and down the pas-
bis jackboots making no
upon the soft, thiek carpet
which the floor was covered.
man in green stopped at the
Holding up a warning hand
bent his head and listened,
was & moment of absoluts
Not a sound was to be
in the whole castie. Then
man in green knocked and was
admitted, leaving me outside
A moment later, the door swung

33?!

Hily

hurriedly.

On seelng me be stopped short
“Dr. Grundt? Where s Dr.
Grandt?™ he asked and his cyes
te my feel. He started
and raised them to my face.

The trooper had drifted out of
sarahot. I could see him, immoblle
a8 8 statue, standing at the end
of the ocorridor. Except for him
and us, the e was deserted,
Aguin the elderly man spoke and
kis woice betrayed his enxiety.

“Who are you? bhe asked almost

. B a whisper. “What have you done

with Grundt? Why has he Bbot
come ™"

Boldly I took ths plunge.

“l am Bamilin™ I sald.

“Semlin> echoed the other, “—ah
yea! the embassy in Washington

. wrets about you—but Grundt was
o

to have come. * *

*“Listen,” I sald, “Grundt ocould
not come. We had to separnte and
be sent me on ahead * *

-"t - L L] “g - L] -
the man was stammering mow In
his anxiety— *“* * * you suc-

PUSS IN BOOTS

JUNIOR
By David Cory.

SE day a8 liitle Puss Junler
was walking around the
garden of my Lord of
Carabas he heard a tiny
voice say:

*Tall me & story, Poss Junier, dear,
©Of where you have been for over s

year.
I know you have traveled by moun-
tain and plain,
On foot and horseback and swift
asroplane.”
=Who are you?™ asaked Puss, for
Be couldn’t see anybody, although
he looked all sround.

“T'm the lttle mouse that lives in
the pantry.” replied the tiny voice,
and then s little mouss crapl out
from behind a tree and stood on her
bhind legs right In front of Pumss
Jumior. 1 think she was very brave,
for mice are dreadfully afra'd of
eats, you knew.

“Goodness me!™ sald Pusa. “if 1
shouid stprt to tell you about my
travels it would take me maybe &
year. Haven't you something Im-
terssting to show me™

*“1 have indeed.” replied the little
moust. “Come with me™ Bo Pums
followed her across the garden un-
til they cama to the royal stables
But they didnt go in the big door.
Ob, my, no! The little mouse went
mround to the rear and tapped
three times on a little door. And
when it openesd Puss saw anothear
~mouss, much oider than his small
rriend, with a cap on his head,

“This is Puss Jnior,” said the
MHitle mouse, and then the gray-
Balred mouse sald: “T am very glad
to mest you, Bir Kilten. Come In"

Well, when Puss entered he saw
s strange sort of a piagce. Of
courpe, he thought it would be the
mouse's home: but It wasn't. It
was a little rallway train, and as
noon as Puss was aboard the whis
tie blew and away it wenl choo!
choo! and ding, dong! just like the
trains you and 1 have ridden on.

By and by a little moupse, dcessed
fust ke & conductor, came through
the traln ond sald, *“Next stop,
Mouseville

“That's where we gat off,” sald
Puss Junlor's little friemd. And
then she looked In her wanity bag
and took out a little mirror and
spmoothed her hair, and then the
train stopped. Bo she and Puss got
out.

“Here is our coach™ she sald
And sure snough, standing close ts
the platform was = pretty little
binck coach with four mice for
horses and a mouss coachman. So
she apd Puss got in and drove
away, and by and by they came to &
little red house by & green wood.

*“Whea!" said the coachman, and
the footman jumped down from his
seat In Lhe back and opened the
door for Puas and the litils mousa,
and then the front door of the little
house opened and Puss saw his old
friend, the Mouse that Ran Up the
Mock.
ﬂcnrv. dickory dock:

kary, tickery tock:
The traln was on time,
Hip, hip hooray,
For tomorrew You Kknow is Xmas

Day.

And th’;a Puss heard a clock
ptrike “one, tweo, three! and In the
pext story you ahall hear what hap-
pened after thal

Copyright, 1818, David Cory.
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! mngry moode—"His

‘show, by the ravages Iin his face,

| bad oo means of bringing it away, |

ceeded ™

I noddead,

He heaved a nigh of relief

“It wi)l be awkward, very awk-
ward, (Bis change in the arrange-
ments” he sald. “You will have
to explain everyithing to him,
everything, Wait there an in-
stant.”

He darted back into the room.

Ones more | stood and walted In
that silent place, »o restful and so
otill that gne felt oneself In a
world far removed from the angry
#trife of nationsa. And I wondered
if my inlerview—the maeeting I had
80 much dreaded—was at an end.

“Pst, Pst!" The elderly man
stood at the open door.

He led me through a room, &
coay pisce, smelling pleasantly of
leather furniture, to a door. He
opened il, revedling mcross a nar-
row threshold anmother door. On
this he knocked.

"Hereln!" cried & voice—a harsh,
metallic volee.

My companion turned the handle
and, optming the door, thrust me
into the room. The door closed
behind me.

I found mywelf facing the Em-
peror.

CHAPTER IX.
I Emcounter Am Old Aequalntamee
Whe Leads Me to a Delightful
Sarprise.”

He stood in the center of ths
room, facing the door, hia legs,
straddled spart, planted firmly on
the ground, ome hand behind his
back, the other, withersd and use-
lows like the rest of the arm, thrust
into the side potket of his tunie
He wore a perfectly plain undress
uniform of feld-gray, and the un-
usual asfmplicity of his dress,
coupled with the fact that he was
bare-heared, rendered him so un-
like his econventional peortraits tn
the full panoply of war that 1
doubt If T should have recognised
him—paradoxical as it may seem—
but for the havoc depicted In svary
lineament of those cnce so familiar
fedtures.

Oniy obe mam in the world
today could look llke that, Only
one man fn the world today could

the appalling welght of respensi-
bility slowly crushing one of the
mast vigorous and resilient person-
alities {n Earope.

His figure, erstwhile erect and
weil-knit, seemed to have shrumk,

‘Useful and Beautiful Xmas Gifts

Reprinted by Special Arrangement with Good Housekeeping, the
Nation’s Greatl Home Magazine

Any of these creations
would be an ideal gift. At
the top is a flesh-colored
crepe de chine gown. Below,
at the left, is a corduroy
dressing gown. At the right
is a “coat neglige” of flesh
colored blue, mauve or white
crepe de chine,

and his withered arm, unnsturaily

lcoped away into his pocket, as-
sumed a prominence that lent
something sinister to that forbld-
ding gray and face.

His hesd was sunk forward eon
his breast. His face, always in-
tengely sallow, almost Italism In

Aunt Eppie Hogg, the Fattest Woman in

By FONTAINE FOX

Three Counties, Never Has Any Trouble
Getting Odd Jobs Done Around the House at This Season.

'Sm othering

its olive tint, was lwid. All its
alertness was gone; the features
seemed Lo have collapsed, and the
fiesh hung Aabbily, bulging In deep
pouches under the eyesand inloose
foids at the cormers of the mouth.
His bead wap grizzied am iron-
Eray but the halr at the temples
was white &z driven smow, Omly
his eyes were unchanged. They
were the same gray, steely eyes,
restieas, shiftiog, unreliable, mir
rors of the man's impulsive, way-
ward and fickle mind.

He lowered at mé. His brow
was furrowed and his eyes flashed
malice. In the brief instant in
which I gazed at him I thought of
a phrase a friend had used after
stelng the Kaiser in one of his
ley, Dblack

look."

I was so taken aback at Anding
myself in the Emperor'’s presence
that 1 forgot my part and remamead
staring in stupefication at the ap-
parition. The other was seeming-
ly too busy with his thoughta te
notice my forgetfulness for he |
spoke at once, imperiously, in the |
harsh staccato of a command.

“What s this T hear™ he sald

“Why has not Grundt come? What |
are you doing here?™ |
By this tims I had elaborated

the fable I had begun to tell in the l
corrider without I had it ready |
now: it was thin, but it must suf-
fice,

“If your majesty will allow ma,
I will explain,” 1 paid, The Em-
peror waa rocking himself to and
fro. in narvous irritabllity, on his
feel. His eayes were nevar steady
for an instanti: now they ssarched
my face, pow they fell to the floor,
now they scanned the.celling.

“Dr. Grundt and I succeeded in
eur quest, dangerous though It
was, As Your majesty s aware,
the ®* ® & the * * @ the object
had been divided. * * &

“Yes, yes, 1 know! Go on™ the
other said, pausing for a moment
in his rocking.

“1 was Lo have left Engiand first
with my peortion. I could not get
away. Everyope Is searched for
lattars and papers at Tibury, I
devised a schems and we tLested
it, but it falled.”

*How? It falled™
cried. :

“With no detriment te ths suc-
ceas of our misslon, your majesty.”

“Explain! What was your sirata-
gem ™

the eother

I'Li. SWEEP OFF
FER NUTHIN IF YoU kL

1 Wikk.

LOAN ME ONE OF :\\
YER STOCKINS Tikk \\%\\.\3

AFTER XMAS;

\r4
W

Copyright. 1810, by the Wheeler Syndicats, Ine

“I eut & ploce of the linlng from
& hand-bag and in this T wrapped
a perfectly harmless Jetter sd-
dressed to an English shipping
agent in Rotterdam.

“I then pasted the fragment of the
lining back in its place in the bot-
tom of the bag. Grundt gave the
bag to one of our mumber as an
experiment to mes If |t would elude
the vigilance of the English police.”

A light of iInterest was growing
in the Emperor's manner. banishing
his ill-temper. Anything novel al-
ways appealed to him. -

“Well™ he said.

“The ruse was detected, the letier
was found and our man waas fined
twenty pounds at the police court
It was then that Dr. Grundt decided
to send me. * * *

*Tou've got it with you™
other exclaimed eagerly,

“No, Your Majesty,” T sajd.

the

.

~

Dr. Grundt, om the other hand.
= = s apnd I doubled up my leg
and touched my fool

The Emperor stared at me and
the furrow reappeared between his
eyes. Then a smile broke out on his
face, a warm, attractive smile, like
sunshine after raln, and he burst
into & regular guffaw, I knew
His Majesty's weakness for jokes al
the expanse of the physieal deformi-
ties of others, but I searcely dared
to hope that my stbtle reference
to Geyndt's clubfoot as a hiding
place for compromising papers
would have had such a succesa. For
the Kaiser fairly revelled in’ the

idea and laughed loud and long. his |

sldes fairly shaking.

“Aeh, der Stelzs! Ewxecellent! Ex-
cellent!™ he cried. “Plessen, coms
hear how. we've diddied the Eng-
lander again!™

Mo were ja & loag room, loliy,

|

1
'

|

with a great window ul the far
end, where the room seemed to run
to the right and left in the shape of
a T. From the big writing desk
with s lltter of protographs In
heavy silver frames., the little
bronze busts of the Linpresa, the

watar-color seca-scapes and eother
little touches, ! judged thia to be
the Emperor's stucy

At the monarch's call, a white-
haired officer emeorged from tha
further end of the room, that part
which was hidden from my view,

The Kalser put his hand on his
shoulder

“A great joke, Plossen!” he sald,
chuckling. Then, to me

“rell it again'”

! had warmed to my work now. I
gave as drily humorous an account

as I could of Dr. Grundt, fat and
mansive and podgy, hobbling on
board the steamer atl Tilbury, under

the noses of the British police, with
the document stowed away In his
bool.

The Kaiser punctuated my story
with gusty guffaws, and emphasized
the fun of the denguement by pok-
Ing the general in the ribs.

Plessen laughed very heartily, aa
Indeed he was expected to. Then he
said suavely:

“But has the stratagem succeed-
ed, your majesty™

The monarch knit his brow and
looked at me.

“Well, voung man, did it work™
Becanae,” Plessen went
on, “if so, Grundt must be in Hol-)
jand. In that case. why [s he not
here™
(TO BE CONTINUED TOMORROW)

t. 1818, McBride )
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the Child

clolegical writers.)
By Dr. A. W. McKeever,
N a Southerm city T met the
other day., and within a few
blocks of each other, twe
E young mothers out “alring™
thair bables. In each case tha littie
one was closcly wrapped from top
to tos in heavy covers.not sven a
peep hole. These mothers were out
smothering thelr infants, and that
on a beautiful, balmy day.

There |s a very commeon erroneons
idea among many mothers that cool,
outdoor air will give a baby a “bad
cold.” But the reverse Iis more
nearly the truth, It ia the over-
wrapped and partly smothered child
which most easily takes cold.

Fresh air is literally a part of the
child’s necessary nouriahment To
cut this off Is to take away [ta food
Sluggish, stupid reapiration, polson-
laden blood, congestion, lowered
vitality—all these gre likely to re-

| sult from lack of a plentiful supply
of fresh alr., And, then, no telling
what might happen,

Day. night and Sundays—all the

time, no matter how hot or how
cold—keep your child breathing
only fresh air, and its chances of

|
I
I
]
| becoming a strong. rugged man or
woman will be at the magimum.
When you give baby his bath,
+« shut off the breeme very carefully
and have the roam warm, but not
stale from lack of oxygen. After
the bath, rub till quite dry and
warm and till the breathing is deep
| and full—which fs the best assur-
anca of a propr reaction.
Undernourishment s really of at
least two kinds—lack of food and
|

lack of oxygen. Early in life many

children, through mistreatment,
become habituated to an under
supply of fresh air. They hecomae

sallow, hollow-oeyed, flat chested and
perhaps a bit stupid Thua the
possibility of a big, strong parson-
ality Is shut off through lack of
a proper supply of that which is
“free as the air” and 250 miles deap
around the globe.

Parent, it ls possible that your
child has nol taken a deep breath
for & year. Look Into this matter,
The test (s easy. Slip up to his
couch and potice his breathing dur-
ing sleep. Is hin respiration full
and deep? Or slow and shallow
and almost Insudible? If the latter
is tho case, it is & matter for your
serious concern

Now, go after the case of your
child who has flabblly resigned his
body to shallow and weak respira.
tions. Start some vigorous exer-
cine. Sel him lungae to heaving, Rub
him, roll him, bathe him or tone
him wup in any other reasonable
manner,

By vigorous use of freah alr and
common sense In the treatment of
your amotherad child you may save
hint endlesa trouble for the future

In form of il health, unsteady
morals;, cloudy intellect and weak
will power,

To ba good is to hreathe good,

fresh air and o enjoy the rugmged
health which only » sufficient oxy-
gen supply can guarantee,

Wake up your child and alr him

Laivugh amg tBrough.

(!On of the Natioa's best-known se-

When a Girl Marries
A STORY OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE:
Anne Finds Herself Involved in
Complications As a Result of

Schemes to Help Jim

By Ann Lisle.
CHAPTER LXIL
(Copyright, 1918, by Kings Festures

Syndicsts, Ine.)

T the sound of Jim's
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dent scarlet and bronze by
Mother Autuma.

w1 just coulda't walt any
| . I wanted to see Jim, and
Virginia said I might bring bim

somes grapefruit and this little
Delmonico steak.” she whispared,
lingering on the threshold and
walting timidly to be asked to
cross It

“Come in. kiddle:
and kiss your big Drother and
make him well™ shouted Jim with
surprising vigor.

Phosbe pattersd over to the
couch with a ery of delight: 2
“Why, [ theught you were slek!

*“The doclor, and even o eminent
an authority as your sister, Mrs
Anne Harrison, labored under the
same odd Impressicn. But a tomm
ligament doesn't take toll of an
ex-soldler for long, Phoebe. I think
if all this scarlet and gold and
brongze-brown loveliness would stay
and dine with me I'd be well
enough tomorrow to go out and
see the rest of the autumn instead
of having It brought to me.™

Phoebe gizgied in high delight
as the invitation to reamain was
seconded by “the lady of the house.™
But I wondered If Jim was uncon-
sclous of the fact that now, of
course, Neal would escert Phoabe
home. I had an (dea that all this
delight in each other which Jim
and Phoebe were showing had
really depths of which neither was
consclous. Waan't Jim pathetically
sager to be put in touch with Vir-
ginla? And wasa't that blinding

INTERESTING
STORIES

Perhaps He Was Right.

Mra. Parvenue was engaging &
new chauffeur, who was, to say the
least of i, a very good-loockiag
young man.

Bhe sald:

“We call our domestics by thalr
last names. What s your last
nameT”

“Tou had batter call me Thomaa.
ma‘am,” unswered the applicant.

“No. We inaist that you should
be called by your last pame, other-
wise you cannot fill the pesition.
That Is our rule™

“I have no objection, but per-
haps the family won't like to use
(| A

"“What is your last nama, then,
may I ask?™ said the irritated lady

shurply.
“parling, ma'sm."”
.~ Extra Rent.
Jones, to his landlady: “Very
rorry, madam, but I've torn the
clurtain In the sitling room.” Land-

Iady;: “Oh, all rlshl.rﬂf; M put
it down as extira remt

were dressed in the faultless man-

they danced in tha
“most modern” forra of the lowe:
smbrace. 2
Now. the sad part of IL all [a the
fact that many thousands of the
mere children of the larger cities
are being wromged in the mannes
as above, while mature’s
beautiful way s belog rushed and
spoiled
It is wrong to introduce here &
type of sub-consclousness so Inlmi-
cal to the normal processes of train-
ing.

it is & wroag to the health and

intellectual poise of the children so

successful school
work to permit them to attend
parties midweek evenings.

It is all & very disheartening
effort to force boys and girls for-
ward into the ags of romance while
they are yot normally in the age of
hunting and fishing. If this prac-
tice Is continued the ".‘.T‘:I;‘"
be to sap away the rugged In o=
ence to wocial standards, which
properly characterises their inters
esting young lives at this time
with f{he tight-laced Anery of the
smart sat

Recantly T saw a large window
display of artificial flowers To
me the thing waa ugly, because 12
was an attempt to supplant the in-
imitable divinity of the living form

Ba with tha hot-bed refinement
of forcing the wild young charae-
ters of pre-adolescent boys and
giria to dispiay themselves in the
show window of adult soclety.

Should you have any partiea at
all for these wild young buceos-
neers” Yen, occasionally, but ned
often with both sexes present. And
then, Introduce rough games and
planty of noise and roguery to an-
swer to the patural demands of the

.ﬁcn should be full freedom of
intermingling but no palring off of
the sexes, except perhaps to alter-
nate them while they sit in a circle
for a few minutes to partake of
some simple refreshments like
doughnuts and sweet cider.

An hour or two with a competent
leader trudging In amn Informal
group through the woods or out
over the hills, a similar ::p
through the park with a happy
teachar in charge. with each carry-
ing = light lunch., the ostensible
purpose being to study birds or
trees or animals, and thus combines
classwork and pleasyre—a group of
pre-adolescant boyw and girls in a
“party” of this kind is enough lo
delight the eye and gladden the
heart of oene who really knowsa
what God Implanted within their
charming young maturss,

Parents and teachers, lat ‘us have
more of this induigence of the real
haart hunger of our children and
lass ar none of the artificiallsm.
You can afford ta take lime oul of
any school recitation for a regulss
weekily party like tha outh %
scribed above, i

ner of the “meost Anished™ soclety
standards and




